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IM M'FADDEN had
given orders that politicswere barred in the
Row. What Tim says

I usually "goes" with
the Flatters without
argument or dissent.

nt," indeed, before the arrival of the
3ut that active young person proved
and turJj'j lent element from the

He hav*~Scarcely made acauaintance with
U hands before he was playing Crusoe for camaignbuttons and had soon wop Marty Dun-
igan s whole stack, wherewith the ivia aecoitcdMary Ellen until she was the envy of the
ow.
From buttons to politics was a small ami nat*almove, and, of course, the Kid made it. He
is shortly in a terrific argument with Marty
lither Bryan was running for "a Alderman
lat goes to Albany," or, as Marty thought,
lether McKinley was using his pull to be apmted"Captain of de cops in de Oak Street

urse Tim McFadden was appealed to as

lority on that, as on all other subjects;
eing that boys did not know enough
the subject u. riously disturb the peace
Flatters, no matter how much they dis,he repealed the law against talking poli1,"

said Marty, "if we'se Is t'do dis t'ing
we must git de returns!"

*

hat returns?" asked the Kid.

/1wat<I l^f has
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"Returns," Marty explained, "is de j
youse get stuck wid when youse dont s

Joinal. See?"
"That bye av moin will be a Alderman

himself, wid the great political larning
he do be having!" exclaimed the proud
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this.
"True of you," declared Mrs. Murphy,

leaning out of her window. "I do love
political larning terrible awful, but it's
that drying t'de t'roat! I has a t'irst
on me like a fire engine. Let Marty
hasten quickly t' Kel's for a pint of
of beer, and come up in me room and
join me, Mrs. Dunnigan, for I have the
price."
When it was decided that returns

should be brought to the Row by
Ciomes line teiepnone, me trouoiesome

question arose, Which candidate should
be reported elected. It took all of Tim's
diplomacy to avert a fight over this, untilhe hit upon the happy thought of
having both elected, and gave orders to
Laureate McSwatt to prepare banners
and mottoes accordingly.
The Kid got early word of this, and

broke every boy in the neighborhood
betting on his straight tip.
With his money, such as it was, in his

hand, he exclaimed: "I has boodle to
burn and is looking for a fire!"
The goat saved him further hunt for

the fire by taking a light meal off of the
Kid's earnings, whereupon Mrs. Murphysuggested putting the goat in soak
with Kelly as security for beer all
around.
"De whole wad wasn't de price of de

beer," Marty explained, in time to save
the goat's life. "Dey was Jeff Davises."
"What Jeff Davis, Marty, darlint?"

Mr?. Murphy asked.
"Jeff Davis is boodle what's queer.
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"Den de goat's stuffed wid sawdust,"
said the Kid, who never did ha;y- much
idea of money.
"And I don't gi^ no sealskin nor diluents!"cried Mary Ellen, who had been

promised these necessaries of life by
the Kid.
"Not a b^ like it!" shrieked the parro*-
"I'll pull de whole tail outer dat par_A(0
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| rot if it don't close its face!" yelled Mary Eller
I ^ "Goodness gracious, Mary Ellen, be a lady!

) giggled Delia Dunnigan, who wickedly rejoiced a

Mary Ellen's discomfort. "Be a lady, whative
you be, Mary Ellen! Even if youse hasn't
powder rag like I has, be a lady!"
The French cop from Oal$ street arrived i:

time to separate Delia and Mary Ellen befor
JOipers much damage was done, and then he reprovei
sell de Tim for breaking his own rule against politics.
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i. "Let me discourse to you on the standing and I
situation of this status," Tim said to the French y

,t cop. It's not politics as has made them two \
r sweet girls fall against one another with rage, a

a folly and contumely in their hearts. It's the YellowKid." I
n "And that's as true as Tim McFadden owns the t
e Flats!" asserted Mrs. Murphy. "Hasn't the dar- i:
a lint childer a right, by way of diversion, t' have 1

the political returns brought here widout you,
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ilr. Fresh Cop, taking onto your'
rour jaw. If you're looking for v

illain that stopped me can in
,nd drunk all the beer but the
This had the usual effect

""resh Cop of the block, and
he day and night peaceful
n the neighborhood of McFr
mis.
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